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how ugly is the declared purpose of troops* existence in the sphere
of things. We cannot help being brutal and licentious, for our
intention is unholy, and they must fan in us such passions as
serve the brute. But put your dons and scholars on common
ground, and allow them, if they improve their neighbourhoods,
to improve it for everybody, and not just for themselves * . . and
see what a new mind you might make. I would have Cumnor
Hurst a suburb, and Boars Hill populous. A foreground to the
City in the distance.
Enough drivel. You are retired to write your book about the
Empire, Good. Remember that the manner is greater than
the (?) matter, so far as modern history is concerned. One of the
ominous signs of the time is that the public can no longer read
history. The historian is retired into a shell to study the whole
truth; which means that he learns to attach insensate importance
to documents. The documents are liars. No man ever yet tried to
write down the entire truth of any action in which he has been
engaged. All narrative is parti pris. And to prefer an ancient
written statement to the guiding of your instinct through the
maze of related facts, is to encounter either banality or unread-
ableness. We know too much, and use too little knowledge. Cut
away the top-hamper.
More preaching. This place induces softening of the brain.
I notice an incredible shabbiness and second-rating in all our
effort here. We talk so much of the climate. A gowk in a paper
of this week said that the climate of Karachi was like a taste of
Hell in summer, and pitied his fate in having to serve and work
in the place. Well, this year it has not once been uncomfortably
warm. It has never been hot, in the sense that Baghdad and Cairo
are hot. There is no sunlight, no direct glare to hurt men's brains.
A climate like St. Raphael in summer, perhaps. Yet they burble
of hardship, and sleep at midday, and wear sun-helmets, and cut
the work hours to half the hours of England, and excuse them-
selves any laxity or indulgences of temper or disposition, under
the plea of the fatal sun. It is laziness, pure or impure, and simple
or complicated. We could work exactly as men do in England,
and be all the better for it, for we would then not have time to
remember and cultivate ail these fancies of fever and disease*